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They roamed to feed, as far as Achill, and at night
Flew back to Inis Glory; and wheresoever they moved
Thick waved the following wings of loving flocks of
birds.

The two final duans describe how they
dwelt there in peace until the coming of St.
Patrick, when a priest sent of God came to
the island of Inis Glory; how for six days
worked the priest, Mochaom Og by name,
building a church with no man to help, and
very sad, for he knew not why he was sent of
God:

Marvellous was his work; for great strength in his hands
God put; and there by night, no shelter for his head,
But sheltering as he might the Church's holy things,
He laid him down to sleep, wet with the rain and the
dew.

And like the birds he lived, no better than the birds.
Toiling, yet keeping still, matins, and nones, and primes.
Then by God's finished house he built himself a hut,
Where like the birds he lived, no better than the birds.

On the seventh day he consecrated the
bread and wine and rang his bell. The swans
heard the sound, and at first Oodh, Fiachra
and Conn were filled with fear, but Fianoula
comforted them. It was God's bell, she said,
the bell that brought them peace. They dwelt
thereafter for a time with Mochaom Og, hear-
ing mass and keeping the canonical hours. At
last the prophecy of the North wedding the